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	1. Dreams and Visions

**So…I'm gonna set it out there so it is known. This is my first series within the ****_How To Train Your Dragon_**** fandom. I'm only just now jumping on the bandwagon started by my roommates and best friends. I am definitely planning to stick around and I have been reading stories within the fandom. I just hope I can live up to their awesomeness because there are definitely some really good writers here.**

**A little background on this planned series: I've done something like this for many of the fandoms where I am active. Usually, it is how I acquaint myself with the fandom. I will focus a series of stories on songs by a singer or band. So far, I've done P!nk within the ****_InuYasha_**** fandom, Taylor Swift within the ****_Pokémon_**** fandom and Skillet within ****_The Hunger Games_**** fandom. If you haven't already guessed, I have chosen Nickelback for this fandom. I absolutely adore Hiccup as a character, so I've chosen to make him the focused character (much like Sango, May, and Peeta in my other series). Additionally, these stories tend to be relatively short as I base them on stanzas from the songs (I write as I listen to the stanza. Whatever comes to my mind; it's quite a trick.) Each chapter is about 1-2 stanzas of the song and each story has roughly 5-10 chapters. This one will, most likely, have 5.**

**I have watched ****_How To Train Your Dragon_**** and its shorts/TV series more times than I can count, so I think I'm ready to begin. Thanks for checking out this story/series and I hope that you enjoy it.**

**One more thing, the first two stories in this series are pre-movie. I really want to give Hiccup's character some depth and I feel that will benefit the series. I'm thinking that Hiccup and the gang (though they aren't a group yet) are about 10 in this story.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 1: Dreams and Visions<span>

I've always been an outcast. At times I would hear my father say it to the other Vikings. "From the time he could crawl, he's been…different." He would then proceed to list off some of the many things he disliked about me. He never knew that I was listening in, eavesdropping from a hidden location nearby. Still…it didn't matter; I can't change who I am and it seems that I will never be truly accepted in my culture and society.

Sometimes I wonder what it would be like if I was like everyone else, if I was a great and powerful Viking like my father. I know of some other Vikings that are around my age. There's my cousin, Snoutlout, definitely more like your typical Viking. The twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut…they seem to prefer fighting themselves. I don't know how they will ever be able to fight dragons someday, but the villagers seem to have faith in them. That's more than I can say about myself. Fishlegs has already begun researching dragon fighting and he is capable of remembering statistics about every dragon of which we know. Yes, the villagers even consider him to be a better Viking than me. Lastly, there's one other that I often see when I am walking through the village. She is Astrid, the toughest girl I know…well, know of; there's no way she'd ever take notice of someone like me.

It is hard to walk through the village and listen to the whispered complaints about how much of a failure I am. What is it like to be one of them? To be muscular and able to defend the village in a raid? How should I know? I'm always stuck inside, watching as the "more capable Vikings" take care of everything. For now, I guess that I'll just have to dream about it.

Yes, I dream about this at night. I know that these are not actions of a typical Viking, but I guess I'm not exactly your typical Viking youth. In my dreams, I am buff and muscular, a miniature version of my father. I am the hero who saves the village and vanquishes all the dragons or kills them if they refuse to leave. In my dreams, I am accepted among the other Viking kids my age and…Astrid likes me back.

If I could live in my dreams, I definitely would. Yet, each morning I wake up to the cold hard truth: I'm still an outcast and unfit Viking…and Astrid still hates me. Is it too much to dream that someday I may become a great Viking like my father? I may not be your typical Viking, physically and, at times, mentally, but that doesn't mean that I am ready to deny my culture and my society. No, I will keep trying. I will find my place. There must be a reason that I was born into this Viking village. I may be young and I may be small, but I am nothing if not determined.

This is how my story begins. I did not pop a dragon's head clean off its shoulders when I was a baby or smash a rock in two with my head. However, I will do anything to find myself a place in this world…even if it's just as a "bread-making Viking" or a blacksmith. I've been begging my dad to ask Gobber if I could apprentice at the blacksmith's shop. At least then I wouldn't be a total outcast even if being the blacksmith's apprentice is only a step above being a complete outcast.

Yeah…well…enough about me. You know plenty to follow along. This morning, I awoke to the sunrise. Any time that happens, it is a good thing. That means that there were no dragon raids overnight. I am a light sleeper, all Vikings are. We always have to be ready for an attack. Not to mention that, because my father is chief of the tribe, any time there is a raid, he stomps around the house before loudly slamming the door on his way out. There's no way to sleep through that, trust me I've tried.

The dream I had this past night was different from the others. Most nights, I just dream that I am more physically like my father and that I am the hero of the village. Sometimes I even get my own statue. How cool would that be? Anyway, last night's dream did not feature a more muscular me. No, I was just…Hiccup, the small and the meek. Yet, in my dream, I managed to do something that no other Viking had ever done.

I had ridden a dragon, a Night Fury even. I could not see the dragon that I was riding, but I could just tell that it was a Night Fury. Something told me that it was. It was the best dream ever and it felt so real. The wind flowed through my hair and my stomach churned with the excitement of soaring through the skies. I had held my breath waiting for a fiery and painful attack to jerk me awake, but it had never come.

When I woke, I found that I was still holding my breath. **_Hopefully, I was not doing that all night_**. As relieved as I was to wake up to the sunrise, I wished that I could've held onto that dream. It had been amazing, but it would never happen. There was no way that Vikings would ever ride dragons, especially the elusive Night Fury. No one had ever even seen it. I desperately wished that I could tell my father about the dream, but there was no way. We didn't even talk about normal Viking things like dragon fighting, so how could I expect him to listen to me tell of how me and a dragon had together weaved in and out of the clouds…even if it was just a dream?

No, I would keep this to myself and hold onto it in my memory for as long as life allows. Grabbing my fur vest from my nearby desk chair, I threw it on and walked downstairs to the main floor of the house. As expected, my father was already up and stroking the fire. He was cooking breakfast for the two of us. Yeah, I never really knew my mother. She had died when I was still very young and my memories of her were slowly fading into nothingness. Often I wondered if I was like her. Was she small and meek like me? Did she have an open-mind and, unlike my father, accept me for who I am even if I am not physically like everyone else?

Even though I tried my best to silently creep into the room, I still hit one of the creaky areas on the steps, alerting my father to my presence. He turned and gestured for me to come and sit by the fire. I raised an eyebrow curiously at this strange gesture, but did as he suggested.

Immediately after I sat down, my father handed me a plate of food, telling me to "Eat up and put some meat on those scrawny bones." Not his worst insult, but…maybe I read too deep into the phrase…even though I'm betting that there is no other Viking parent on the island of Berk that has ever said this to their sons/daughters.

As I ate my breakfast, my dad gave me the news of the day. As expected, there had been no dragon raids overnight. **_Why does he always start off the day by talking about the raids?_** Then, without warning, he changed the subject. "Son, I had a little talk with Gobber."

This one sentence immediately drew my focus back to the talk. Gobber is our village blacksmith. "W-What did he say, Dad?"

"He accepts you as his apprentice. You start at the forge tomorrow."

Finally, I was going to get my wish to become an apprentice at the blacksmith's forge. In reply to this news, I simply smiled and answered, "Awesome! I can't wait!"

My father gave me a stern look. **_Great…now what did I do?_** "Do not let me down. Work hard. Learn well. If you can become a good blacksmith's apprentice, there will finally be no more of….this," he told me, gesturing to my whole body.

**_This is getting old fast_**. "You just pointed to ALL of me," I replied, frowning in slight disapproval.

"Exactly," was his short and simple answer.

Well…if nothing else, at least I would be Gobber's apprentice over at the blacksmith's forge and, if I was lucky, the work might make me more muscular. It was definitely a start.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, there's chapter 1. I found this to be a little harder to write than I expected, but that's okay. A good challenge is always fun. Originally, I was going to tell this story in the third-person, but I think this little series would be more beneficial if it's told through Hiccup's eyes rather than alongside him.<strong>

**Feel free to tell me if/where I messed up anything. I try to continually fix chapters even after posting. As an English major (who hopes to one day become a published author), this is common practice. As always, thanks for reading and I hope it was enjoyable.**

**Posted: January 2nd, 2013**


	2. Team-Building Activity

**Over a year later and I'm finally getting to putting up chapter 2! Sorry about that. It just seemed like this story wasn't all that popular, so I focused on other ones.**

**Hope you all enjoy this next chapter!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 2: Team-Building Activity<span>

I like working in the forge. It is great to finally feel as though I have some purpose in life. However, it still isn't the same as having friends my own age to be able to hang out with once my day at the forge concludes. Gobber is a friend of my dad's and he has helped to raise me. As far back as I can remember, Gobber has been in my life. In fact, there are times when it seemed that Gobber was more a father to me than my own. Because of that, going into his apprenticeship, I had a pretty good idea what to expect. Still, Gobber continually pushed me, asking me to complete tasks that were outside my abilities. For instance, most days, I know that he is going to ask me to lift something heavy, usually made completely of metal. Lifting heavy objects is definitely not something at which I excelled.

The air inside the forge was hot, heated by the fires that were used to melt the metal enough to shape it. This building was, perhaps, the only place on Berk that could be guaranteed to be warm; the island is not known for its swimming weather. I wiped sweat from my brow while concentrating on the ironworks sitting in front of me. I was just beginning to work alone on shaping metal into weaponry that would someday be used against the dragons that plagued our otherwise-peaceful village. I could hear Gobber's simple instructions echo inside my head as I worked.**_ Pound into shape then submerge in water to cool_**. There was more to it than that, but those were the basics.

As I was finishing up, Gobber entered and carefully eyed my work. "Very good. You're coming along quite well."

I immediately beamed with pride. This was, perhaps, the first time in all the ten years of my life thus far that I could remember receiving praise from anyone. My father rarely even acknowledged my presence and the villagers were not much different.

"Are you ready for the team-building activity today?"

Inwardly, I groaned, but I did not let Gobber sense how I was feeling. As hard as it is to believe, I had completely forgotten about this tradition. When Berk's youth reached the age of 10, they began to establish themselves among others their age. They would begin a pre-training so that they would be better ready to work together with their dragon training class when that began two or three years later. Was I looking forward to today's activity? Absolutely not! As the son of the chief, I already knew more about the other kids my age than I ever cared to know…and I was not looking forward to spending hours working with them on Odin knows what! Gobber would be running it, so at least it wouldn't be a complete disaster. "Oh…yeah, you know it, Gobber! I'm just so excited that I forgot to breathe!" Chancing a look at his expression, I could see that he was not convinced. I really need to work on my sarcastic lies!

Gobber let me out of my apprenticeship early today so that I could make it to the village square in time for the activity. As I walked, I knew that I had a choice. I could continue on the path that I was heading and make it to the village square in plenty of time or I could turn around and just go home. Sure the second option sounded more favorable, but if I did not attend these team-building activities, I'd never be able to enter dragon training and killing a dragon might be the only way to show everyone that I'm not just a failure. I know that everyone thinks I'll never be able to…and, sadly, I'm starting to think I'll never be able to either. If I don't even make it to dragon training, though, my father would disown me. Even if I do make it, he might still not let me enter. "Why would it be such a big deal to enter you in dragon training, Hiccup?" he'd tell me, "You'll just create disasters and be an embarrassment to me and your tribe."

No, I kept going to the square. Everyone was already there. There's only six of us 10-year-olds. Berk is a small village and each year there is usually enough teenagers to start a dragon training class, but not much more.

"Uh, why is he here?" Snotlout groaned, gesturing to me. Should've figured that my cousin would berate me the minute I showed up. "He won't even last two minutes! It's a waste of time for him to even be here!'

Gobber approached. "You know the rules! All those upon reaching the age of 10 are eligible to begin the pre-training. Only time will tell, though, if you'll all enter dragon training in a few years. Anyway, we are all here, so we will begin. Today's activity will require two teams. There will be two teams led by a leader of my choosing. For today, one team will be led by Astrid and the other by Snotlout." Pointing to an area not too far from where the group was standing, Gobber asked them to stand and prepare to pick their teammates. "Okay, Snotlout, you'll pick first. From the four remaining, who do you want on your team?"

"Tuffnut!"

The male twin walked over to Snotlout and it was Astrid's turn to pick. "Ruffnut!"

Two remained…me and the overweight blond boy known as Fishlegs. **_Please don't let me picked last. You can't seriously think that _****_Fishlegs_****_ is a better teammate than me!_**

"Fishlegs."

**_Darn it…picked last again. Why do the Gods hate me?_**

Astrid sighed. "Well, I guess we'll take Hiccup."

Wow…a double low-blow. Not only was I picked last, but I was on the girls' team. I could hear the snickers from the other team as they realized this. I walked with my head down over to join "my team".

"Okay, we're going to use the targets for this activity. Your teammates are your allies. You will work together. I will not tell you how to work together. That is part of your strategy. The targets will range from Outcast warriors, to Berserkers to dragons to Berk citizens. Your job is to 'take down' the opposition and 'spare' the allies. All of our weapons are at your disposal and I have laid some out here within the square. I will be watching your progress from a secluded location. Once I'm out of the area, you may begin."

Unlike Snotlout's team who jumped right at the targets once Gobber had left the square, Astrid called me and Ruffnut and together the three of use planned a strategy to apply for hitting the targets. Astrid organized the plan and it was pretty sound. She was really good at strategizing. Someday, she would definitely excel at dragon training; she might even finish at the top of her class. I don't even expect to make it to dragon training.

Scouting out weapons, I found a bola and a small dagger. Knowing that I could not lift other heavier weapons all that well, I opted to start with these two. This activity obviously was designed to develop our teamwork, but I could see how it would improve our stealth skills and accuracy would definitely be helpful as well.

As expected, I had lost my other two teammates. Though we may temporarily be allies, I had definitely not bet on them helping me. Why would they? Why would anyone? No one really cared about me. Wait, I could not be thinking about that right now. I had to focus. It would hurt to be rejected from dragon training for not making it through this pre-training.

Inching closer, I saw a target painted to look like a dragon. It was black and large. Was that a Night Fury? Well…an interpretation of a Night Fury? No one had ever seen them. They were said to blend in with the night and fly so silently that they would take you by surprise. That was the fury part. Bringing my arm back, I swung, releasing the bola. It was going to hit. Yes! Finally, I would show them! At the last minute, though, a target of a Berk Viking popped up out of nowhere and the bola secured itself around that target instead as the Night Fury target disappeared. Darn it, I'd just hit an ally target.

I still had another weapon. This time, this time for sure I would hit an enemy. In the heat of battle, I would have little time to aim; I would have to throw and hope my weapon hit its mark. My aim was horrible and I knew it, so I might as well work on speed. Hopefully accuracy would just come with practice. Finding an evil Outcast target, I aimed briefly and released my dagger. it did hit a target and I was pleased…until I saw that the target was a Berserker. They're also our allies! How did I manage to throw two weapons and hit allies both time?!

The team-building activity was over. I sighed and waited with the girls for Gobber to reveal the winning team. Gobber was a master of suspense, putting off the answer because he knew how anxious we all were to know. As it turned out my "team" still won (even despite my couple mess-ups) but only because Snotlout's team did not go into the activity with a clear strategy and this cost them greatly. If I knew Fishlegs, though, he'd probably tried to create one, but was shot down by his haughty team leader. Once the winning team was revealed, Gobber released us. Thank Thor that this activity is now completely over! How many more of these are there?

All the other kids grouped back up once we had been officially released. I walked over to them, hoping that maybe now they'd accept me into their group. It was too much to hope for as they all moved further and further away. Getting the message, I walked away. It was almost dinnertime anyway. Might as well go meet up with my parents in the mead hall…and dodge their questions about how I did in the activity this afternoon. **_Oh fun…_**Sighing, I set my course for the mead hall. At least I had more "alone time" to think. Although, the majority of my day is "alone time". **_There's gotta be somebody out there…_**

* * *

><p><strong>Meh, I'm not quite satisfied with this ending, but it'll do. Not much to say, so I'll just leave this off here. Thanks for reading!<strong>

**Posted: January 3, 2014**


End file.
